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Sensational plays come thru multiple 
secret circuits opened and closed by 
the six switches — three for each 
player. Three different colored elec- 
tric lamps point out your gains. There 
is always luck — and the breaks that 
give* you e*tra spine tingling thrills. 




Here is thrill paclte 
football FUN for you 
rush-button type elec- 
tric switches at your 
command. Call your 
kicks, runs, passes, 
tficfc plays. Smash 
them into the magic 
circuits for fast 
electric action. 
Your hard pressed 
opponent wi 
fight to stop 
those long 
passes — those 
exciting touch- 
downs, The 
flashing elec- 
tric lamps 
show his 
power to 
Hold your 
line. 




We have put the 
price way down low 
— within reach of 
every boy. We even 
pay the postage to 
make it as easy as 
possible for you to 
own this great game. 
Send $3.00 today — 
there is nothing 
more to pay. 



SEND ONLY $1.00 



You'll be amazed at this wonderful game. Its fas- 
cinating FUN — dynamic action — - gripping 
Suspense. Constructed with a heavy wood frame. 
Big In siie 15 %"' * 13 %". Everything ready to 
play the second you open the carton. Complete 
heavy duty battery, (0 yard marker, and plastic 
football. 

Plan your strategy. Captain your team to victory. 
Get your game NOW. Learn better football while 
you play. Use this knowledge on the field. Round 
up the gang. Get set for the seasons practice. 
Line up your schedules. Play Jim Prentice Electric 
Football all year. 

RUSH COUPON TOPAY 



MONEY BACK GUARANTEED DAYS TRIAL 



The Electric Same Co. 

192 Front St., Holyoke, Mass. 

RUSH MY FOOTBALL GAME TODAY. 

^1 $3,00 full payment enclosed, 
□ $1.00 enclosed. I will pay postman $2.00 plus 
COD. fee. 



Name 
Street 
Crty_ 



Stat 
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Out op the sun 6*<ed desert 

COMES THE HAWK ro STAMPEDE 

A LAWLESS LYNCH PARTY AND" 
AAAKS A MASCuERAPNS OwLKCOT 
FEEL A ... 
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HWOISHS/, THE 
mw DEATH- DEALING 
GUN LANDS AT THE 
VICTIM'S FEET... 



(&HEN... 







ABTiiy, WITH CRUDE SKILL, PREPARATIONS 
ARE MAPE TV SNUFF OUT A MAN'S LIFE. 




•VOU CAN'T INTERFERE HERE, 
HAWK! I'M CATLETT... HEAD 
OP RED CITY'S 

VIGILANTES.' WE ) f DID HE 
WERE HANGIN' J I HAVE A PAIR 
A KILLER: / \ TRIAL? 




HE DIDN 
NEED NONE.' 
WE CAUGHT 
HIM RED- 
HANOED, 
DIDN'T WE 
90YS? 




i admit i was 
holdin'the gun.' 
i had jest 
picked it up/ 
but i didn't 
killjeb.' he 

WAS /VtV 

FRIEND/ 



i see.' wher6 

DiD THIS 

KILLING TAKE 

PLACE ? 







OSTILE EVES FOLLOW THE HAWK AS HE MAKES 
HIS WAi INTO THE "OASIS' 'SALOON... 





'A FEW MINUTES, THE HAWK RETURNS... 




0[n the meantime. . . 




MEranticallv, catlett urges his horse on 
*^ under the blazins sun to the limits of= 
the beasts strength... 





TNCE AGAIN, THE SuOPEN SOUND OP A SHOT... ANO 
WATER STREAMS OUT OF THE BUU.BT-PUNCTWED 
CAHTEBN... | 









THE ONE VOU DROPPED FROM WORE POCKET 
WHEN SOU SNEAKED UP BEHIND JEB MORGAN 
AND SUNNED HIM.' V8EE, JEB HAD GOTTEN 
IN TOUCH WITH ME, ASKED ME TO COME TO 
RED CITY TO PICK UP A BANK 




JEB USEO TO BE SHERIFF OP GULCHVILLE 
WHERE THE ROBBERV WAS PULLED.' HE 
RECOGNIZED YOU, CATLETT, AND YOU 
KNEW IT.' HE'ASKED HIS FRIEND 
SLADE AND ME 

BOTH TO COME... ) YEAH, I DIDN'T 
SLADE TO HELP J KNOW WHV JEB 
HOLD VOU IF ■< WANTED ME IN RED 
I DIDN'T COME 1 CITY, BUT I'D GO 
SOON ENOUGH.' / ANVWHERE JEB 

ASKED ME.' BUT THE 



IT WORKED OUT KINDA CON- 
VENIENT FOR VER, CATLETT.' ' 
WHEN SLADE SHOWED UP JEST 
.AFTER VOU KILLEO JEB MORGAN. 
YOU HAD A 



* 



HAWK KNEW 

WHY HE WAS 

COMING.' 



PERFECT FRAME- 
UPMADE TO 
ORDER.' BUT VOU 
DROPPED THE 
STOSIE OUT OF 
SOUR POCKET... ANO 
NOW YOU'LL GET 
THAT FAIR TRIAL I 
WASTALKIN'/ABOUT.' 



AND HANG 
LEGAL' 



j^]/vd so thevripe 
off into the setting 
sun. . . the ha wk and 
his evil prisoner... and 
the man who was 
almost hanged. but was 
saved when fate helped 

A DEAD MAN TV HIS Mb i, m 
VENGEANCE.' ''" 



•H** 1 / 
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An ARMY MUNITIONS TRAIN CRAWLS. 
^^ SLEEPILY ACROSS THE PLAT 
WASTELAND OF THE NEW -MEXICAN 
DESERT. SUDDENLY. THE STILL. DRY 
AIR IS PIERCED BY A BLOOD- 
CURDLING SCREAM... THE WAR CRY OP 
THE APACHE.' THE LANDSCAPE IS 
BLOTTED OUT BY HUNDREDS OF WILD- 
RIDING HORSEMEN, BY THE SMOKE OP 
BATTLE... AND THE PEACEFUL SILENCE 
DESTROYED BY THE PITIFUL WAILS OF 
DVINS MEN/ 




• SMALL BAND OF DEFENDERS, INCLUDING FEDERAL 
MARSHAL BOB HARDlE. BETTER KNOWN AS THE HAWK 
PUTS UP A VALIANT DEFENSE, BUT... 



I 1 HAL 



HE MUNITIONS TRAIN IS FORCED TO A 
'HALT. CHARLIE LEVERETT AND MAMIE TEMPLE 
LEADING THE APACHES. HEAD FOR THE 
HAWK. . . 




7ATER. 




THAT'S WMY VOU'VE 8EEN 
CALLED IN/ THE INDIANS 
WOULD BE PEACEABLE 
ENOUGH WITH LEVERETT 
OUT OP THE WAY, BUT WE 
OUST CAN'T HANDLE HIM.' 



THERE WAS A 
GIRL WITH HIM, 
CAPTAIN. WHAT 
DOVOUKNOW 
ABOUT HER? 




THAT'S MAMIE TEMPLE... A I WON'T CAPTAIN. I WON'T.' 
CRUEL, RUTHLESS, AND J FOR NOW, I THINK I'LL JUST| 
THE REAL BRAINS ^S MOSES INTO TOWN T'SEE 
BEHIND CHARLEY'S ) WHAT I CAN PINDOUT ABOUT 
SCMFME.' DON'T — K /CHARLEV'S, - ^i^^^HABlTS. 
UNDERESTIMATE 
HER/ 



f/THER THROUGH PEAR OR SYMPATHY, THE 
TOWNSPEOPLE ARE NOT TOO COOPERATIVE 
WITH THE HAWK, AND HE IS ABOUT TO RETURN 
TO PORT SLOAN WHEN... 







CHARLEY.' \ YOU JEST DONE -ALL THE 
I CAN EXPLAIN/ J EXPLA1NIN' M3U'RE GONNA DO/ I 
IT WAS... y WOULDN'T A BEEN IN ALL THIS 
TROUBLE IP IT WASN'T FOR VOU/ 
TOU SAID VOU WERE SONNA 
MAKE ME A POWER IN THE 
WEST/ VOU TOLD ME A LOT 
O'THiNSS/ .AND NOW THIS.' 





i?£/7 THE HAWK IS RIGHT BEHINP HIM... 




Out into tub desert pipe the fugitive- anp{ 

HIS 




WQ£*£v" My 



Then, in a twinkling, leverett leaves his 
mount, climbs the rocks... and, as the 

HA WK GALLOPS PAST. . . fl ■ 3P~ 
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jggANV EASTERNERS 

think all western 

horses are 
"mustangs. " the 
mustang is really 

A WILD, OR 
UNTAMEP, HORSE 
OF GREAT SPIRIT. 

THE MEXICAN 
WORD MESTENO 
FROM WHICH 
MUSTAN6 IS 
DERIVED, 
MEANS "WILD, i 

OR 
"BORN IN THE 
MOUNTAINS..." 

.'•' ' JI.'..V"-I.. 
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&"He OLD TIM£ MUSTANG, ALfO KNOWN 
W A§ A "PUZZ-TAIL" 0* 'BROOM- TAIL' IS 
EXTINCT TODAY. HOWBVE*, WHEN THESE 
GREAT HERDS ROAMED THE WEST, 
THEIK RANKS NUMBERED ONLY SUPERIOR 
STEEDS, FORTHe STALLION LEAVER. 
FOUGHT OFF 

INFERIOR sTiK^^k**^ \'Y 

ANIMALS WHO 

SOUGHT 

JOIN THE 

BAND^tfk "j^r 




^^iE EARLV INDIANS AMD COWBOYS GOT THEIR 
MOUNTS 3V CAPTURING THESE MUSTANGS. LATER 
ON, MEN KNOWN AS "MUSTANGERS" MADE A 
LIVING SY CAPTURING AND SELLING THESE 
HORSES. MAN/ OF THE 

CAPTIVE MUSTANGS 

STARVED THEMSELVES 

TO DEATH RATHER 

THAN LIVE IN 

CAPTIVITY. 




jjur WITH GRAZING LA\D BECOMING MORE AND 
MORE SCARCE, THE MUSTANGS BECAME A 
NUISANCE TO CATTLE AND HORSE RAISERS... 




0JNP SO THE MUSTANG WAS SHOT POISONED. OR 
SIMPLV STA8VEP TDPEATH. WITH THE HELP OF THE AIR 
PLANE, SOME OF THESE ANIMALS WERE EVEN 
STAMPEDED OVER CLIFFS. AND SOMETIMESTHElt 
CARCASSES WERE USED FOR CAT AND DOG FOOD 
TOPAV THE OLD MUSTANG IS NO MORE. THE FEW 
WILD HORSES THAT ROAM THE WEST TODAY 
ARE REALLY AN'MALS THAT HAVE BECOME WILD 
A SECOND TIME. THEV HARDLY COMPARE WITH 
THE OLD MESTENO! 
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I KILLER VENOM \ 

► < 



Only his bare head and right arm were free. 
The rest of his body was buried in the sand. Doc- 
tor Frank Stewart gritted his teeth in agony and 
closed his eyes against the merciless fire of the 
desert sun. 

"Somehow, some day, Dickson, the law will 
catch up with you. If you don't hang for the 
murder of Walter McGuire, it'll be for mine!" 

The man called Dickson had been sitting on a 
big rock near a clump of mesquite. Now, he got 
slowly, leisurely to his feet and sneered down at 
the pain-contorted face of his victim. 

"Who's gonna tell "cm. Doc? You! Ha! Go ahead. 
yell for the law right now. But better yell plenty 
loud. Nearest ranch is the Finch's place, over fifty 
miles from here!" Dickson broke into peals of 
raucous laughter. "Yell, Doc. veil for help! Go 
ahead!" 

Doc Stewart did not yell. He couldn't. His throat 
was so parched from hot thirst that he couldn't 
speak above a hoarse whisper. He hardly recog- 
nized his own voice. It was little more than a harsh 
rasp. 

"Why kill me this way, Dickson? Why not just 
put a bullet in my hea"d?" 

Matt Dickson stroked his black beard. "Ain't 
ready yet. First I want that confession. That's 
why I left you the use o' one arm. So's. you. could 
write down how you killed Walt McGuire." 

Doc Stewart's tortured brain pounded against 
the walls of his head, begging release from its hot 
prison. With a superhuman effort he spoke through 
dry lips. 

"I'd be a fool to sign. Why should I clear you ol 
murdering McGuire when you're going to kill me 
anyway! No, Dickson, I won't sign. I'll roast first!" 

Dickson laughed again, the snarling laughter t>f 
a diabolical killer. "All right, Doc. Roast awhile! 
It's only two o'clock in the afternoon. About six 
or seven hours of sunlight yet, with the hottest part 
of the day still to come., Wait'll you pass out once 
or twice and wake up for another fryin". Wait'll. 
your eyes start to burn out o' their sockets — and 
you want to sell your soul to the devil for just a 



In tic sin of water. Oh. you'll sign all right. Doc! So 
I'll just set around comfortable 'til you're ready." 

Dickson sat down again, reached for his canteen 
and took a long pull at the cool water. His cruel 
eyes mocked Stewart as he deliberately spilled a 
few drops on the sand in front of the suffering man. 

"Want a drink. Doc? Sign th' confession and I'll 
let you have some water before I shoot you. Yah— 
nice, cool water — " 

But the condemned man was beyond hearing 
his tormentor. Something had exploded in his 
brain, blacking out suddenly the white-hot world 
around him. His head rolled forward on the sand. 
Month open, his feeble breath sucked hot par- 
ticles of sand down his throat. 

Minutes later. Doc Stewart awoke to agony 
that was worse than before. His lolling head and 
right arm, extending out of the pit, were horribly 
blistered by the sun's burning fire. 

Dickson's cruel eyes were watching. "Ready to 
sign, Doc?" 

"No! You'll die lor your own killing!" 

Dickson yawned, wiped sweat fronvhis forehead 
with the back of his hand, and glanced up at the 
sun. "Take your time, Doc. Plenty of sunlight yet 
Soak it up!" 

Stewart's hand clutched sand in convulsive pain 
and helpless anger. A loose cactus spine tabbed its 
needle edge info his thumb, drawing blood. He 
clamped his jaw shin tight. The sand in his mouth 
grated between his teeth. It made a weird sound, 
a sound — 

Like a rattlesnake's warning! 

Crazy thought! But Doc Stewart's brain raced 
away with it until, mercifully, consciousness left 
him for a second time. 

When he awoke, the sun was lower in the 
heavens! He 'd been out a long time. But it didn't 
•natter. Next time it would be for keeps. 

Matt Dickson took another pull of water from 
ihe canteen. Then he spat.it out on the sand and 
got up suddenly and walked over to Doc Stewart. 
The killer bent low and leered into Stewart's face. 

"Gotta hand it to you, Doc. You're sure stub- 



born. But I can't wait no more. Gotta amble along. 
It's a long ride to town." 

Stewart tried to speak. The sand, in his mouth 
choked off his voice. But Dickson saw his lips 
move, forming the words, "I'll sign — " 

"That's better," Dickson said, straightening up 
arid reaching in his shirt pocket for the paper 
which, when signed by Stewart, would clear him 
of the McGuire murder. "Figured you'd, see it my 
way, sooner or later — huh, what's that — !" 

Tat-tat-tat. Thud. 

•'Oww! My leg. Rattler's got me!" Clutching his 
leg, Dickson whirled about, gun drawn, looking 
for the snake that had bitten him. His eyes fell 
on the clump of mesquite. It was still moving. He 
fired all six rounds from his gun at the base of the 
mesquite bush. Then he fell to the ground, gasp- 
ing, his face a mask of terror. 

"You've gotta save me. Doc! It's fifty miles to 
help. I'll never make it. I'll die!" 

Stewart was incapable of speech. Weakly, his 
hand stretched out for Dickson's canteen of water. 
Dickson had dropped it in his excitement. Wooden 
lingers unscrewed the cap. Sweet,' cool water 
washed the grating sand from his throat, sent new 
life coursing through his body. After a minute or 

• twb he found his voice. 

"Now we're both going out, Dickson. You first. 
You'll die of snake bite and I'll watch!" 

"No!" screamed Dickson. "I don't want to die! 
I'll dig you out. There'll still be time to save me!" 
The killer dropped to his knees and frantically be- 
gan digging sand from around the body of the 
helpless doctor. Minutes later, panting and wild- 
eyed with fear, Dickson pulled Stewart from the 
hole. 

"Now take care of inc. You got medicine in your 
kit. Use it!" After a long time Stewart struggled 
to his feet. "And what if 1 don't?" 

Dickson's eyes were popping out of their sockets. 
He pointed his gun at Stewart. "Fix me up, or I'll 
drill yuh!" 

It was Stewart's turn to laugh. "Go ahead. Pull 
the trigger. What do you expect to kill with an 
empty gun?" 

• "Whu — ?" Then Dickson remembered he'd 
pumped his gun empty firing at the mesquite bush. 
Angrily, he threw the gun to the ground. His man- 
ner changed abruptly from vicious killer to cring- 
ing coward. 

"Save me, Doc. I'm goin' fast. Yuh can't let me 
die like this. Yuh took an oath — ooh! — th' pain! 
It's spreadin". Hurry!" 

Calmly, Stewart leaned over and picked up the 
killer's gun, loading it /rom the cartridge belt 



around Dickson's waist. When he had finished, he 
pointed the gun at his erstwhile captor and said, 
"On your horse, murderer. I'm taking you in." 

"Wait!" pleaded Dickson, writhing on the 
ground and kicking up sand. "Fix me up first, Doc! 
Then we'll go." 

Stewart hesitated. Then he bent over Dickson 
and took the unsigned confession from his pocket. 
"Take your choice, Dickson. Which way do you 
want to die? Snake bite or rope?" 

"Gimme the paper! I'll sign it — only yuh gotta 
take care o' my leg!" Snatching the paper from 
Stewart's hand, Dickson scrawled out his signature 
hurriedly, then handed it back. 

Doc Stewart folded the confession neatly and 
put it in his own shirt pocket. "Okay, now get 
mounted. You're going to be the center of attrac- 
tion at a necktie party." • 

"But yuh haven't fixed my leg. I'll never make it 
to town with a rattler's poison in me!" 

There was no sympathy in Stewart's answer. 
"You've had the killer's venom in you for a long 
time. You're not going to die of snakebite. On 
your horse!" 

Sullenly, Dickson obeyed, but his legs were weak 
under him as he swung himself into the saddle. 
He had always had a morbid fear of snakes. Rat- 
tlers especially. And now he could feel the poison 
spreading through his system. Eying the desert 
ahead, he counted each moment as his last. 

Miraculously, Dickson found himself still alive 
as a weary Doc Stewart gave him into the sheriff's 
custody five hours later. The killer had resigned 
himself to stretching a rope for McGuire's murder, 
but there was a question he had to ask Doc Stewart. 
Just one question. 

"How come I didn't die of the rattler's poison? 
Am I really immune to the venom?" 

"Ha! Ha!" Stewart laughed. "You weren't bit- 
ten by a rattler." 

"What do yuh mean, I wasn't bitten! I heard 
the rattle. I felt the fangs. I saw the marks they 
made, and the blood on my leg. And I saw the 
rattler slither into that clump of mesquite!" 

"No, Dickson. There was no snake. Your own 
cowardice tricked you. The 'rattle' was me chew- 
ing sand. The 'bite' was a couple of cactus spines 
I picked up. And a handful of sand set the bush 
in motion." 

Dickson still couldn't believe it. 
goin* to die o' snake poison!" 

Doc Stewart sighed. ''Oh, you're going to die of 
snake poison, all right. The poison that made you 
a murderer— your own killer venom!"- 

THE END 
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e&Ant&s & me 





(&NTRARY TO POPULAR 
BELIEF, THE 
RATTLESNAKE 
POES NOT ALWAYS WARN 
ITS VICTIMS BY RATTLING 
ITS TAIL BEFORE 
STRIKING. LARGEST O* 
THE SOUTHWESTERN 
SPECIES IS THE 
DIAMOND-BACK WHICH 
MAY MEASURE UP TO 
FIVE FEET IN LENGTH . 
RATTLERS SHED THEIR 
SKIN SEVERAL TIMES A 
YEAR AND GROW A NEW 
RATTLE EACH TIME. 



&1E ARMADILLO IS A SMALL ANIMAL ABOUT A FOOT 
LONG WITH AN ARMOR-LIKE SHELL . IT FEEDS ON ROOTS 
INSECTS, WORMS, REPTILES ANO DEAD ANIMALS. DESPITE 
ITS SHORT LEGS IT IS VERY FAST. THE ARMADILLO IS 
HARMLESS AND DOES NOT PUT UP A FIGHT WHEN 
CAPTURED. IF PURSUED IT WILL TRY TO ESCAPE BY 
BURROWING INTO THE GROUND. 



^HE GILA MONSTER IS AN UGLY, 
POISONOUS LIZARD COMMON TO 
THE AMERICAN DESERT. IT 
ATTAINS A LENGTH OF TWO 
ANO A HALF FEET AND PREYS ON 
SMALL ANIMALS, WHICH IT KILLS 
WITH VENOMOUS FANGS. ITS 
BITE IS DANGEROUS BUT NOT 
FATAL TO HUMANS. 





^fHE HORNED-TOAD, A SMALL SPOTTED 
BROWN ANO GRAY CREATURE. BLENDS 
PERFECTLY WITH THE DESERT WASTELAND. 
A SERIES OF SPIKES AND SCALES ON ITS 
HEAD AND BACK PREVENT SNAKES AND 
OTHER CREATURES FROM SWALLOWING IT. 
IT LIVES ON ANTS AND INSECTS WHICH' IT 
CAPTURES ON THE END OF ITS LIGHTNING- 
SWIFT, STICKY TONGUE. 




fNE PRAIRIE DOG, A MEMBER OF THE SQUIRREL FAMILY, IS A 
AMILIAR SIGHT IN THE WEST. THESE CREATURES LIVE IN UNDER- 
GROUND "TOWNS " WHICH THEY BURROW DEEP INTO THE EARTH 
RIDERS FEAR PRAIRIE DOG TOWNS BECAUSE A NORSE CAN 
BREAK A LEG STEPPING INTO ONE OF THE HOLES. 




fHE ROAD RUNNER IS A STRANGE 
IRD THAT CAN FLAP ITS WINGS 
CRAZILY BUT CANNOT FLY. IT SCOOTS 
ALONG THE GROUND AT A RAPID 
PACE LOOKING FOR FOOD AND IS A 
CHAMPION RATTLE-SNAKE KILLER. 
BY FEINTING. BOBBING AND WEAVING 
THE ROAD RUNNER TIRES WE SNAKE 
TO EXHAUSTION AND THEN PARTS IN 
FOR THE KILL WITH HAMMERING 
PECKS AT the SERPENTS HEAD. 
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Death is no stranger 
to the parchep pesert 
sanps.' 8ut when a cowarply 
amjrperer strikes — pust/ 
carson, the pesert rat, anp 
his burro, mickex set a-- 




mi?$$?& 





CaT£K... 




I CAN USE IT, ALL RIGHT/ /MUH' HOSS 
JUST PROPPEP PA It?/ AN' THERE 
WASN'T A PROP OP WATER LEPT 
IN AMJH CANTEEN.' STANP CLEAR, 
MISTER .' I'M <JOlN' TO TAKE 
A PRINK / 




IT'S A LON6 WAY 

TO THE 'NEXT , 

WATER HOLE, SON- 

BETTER PRINK 

T SLOW.' 




THINGS ARE GOIN' JUST THE WAY I 
HOPEP/ it WON'T BE LONG APORE 
I MAKE MY PLAY/ 



WAAL, MISTER/ I'P LIKE TO 
BE ON MUH WAY—SO IP 
YUH PON'T 

AMNP... ^ MEBBE I VOJ 
I RECKON I'/W 
HITCHIN' UP WITH yUH.' 
AFTER ALL, I GOT NO 
HOSS/ WHERE ARE 
YUH HEAPIN'/WHAT'RE 
YUH COIN' IN THE 
PESERT Z 



THAT AIN'T YOUR BUSINESS, 

MISTER/ THERE'S LOTS OP 

PLACES IN THE PESERT A 

MAN CAN 60, 

ANC? NOf CARE 

TO TALK 

ABOUT/ 



raw- 



*i> ^w 




SHUT UP/ NOW, 6ETCN yOUR FEET, AN' START MOVIN'.' 
WE'RE GOIN' TO YOUR STRIKE, SEE? LOOKS LIKE 
YOU GOT ENOUGH GRUB AN' , 

WATER ON THAT BURRO TO / Ot/ttH* OKAY... 
TAKE CARE 0' SOME COMPANY.' / OKAY.. . STOP 




LATER. . . 



HEY.' THERE AIN'T 
ANY WATER LEFT 
IN THE CANTEEN/ 



— ' THERE'S SOME 
IN THE WATER BAG, 
ON MUH BURRO/ 
I'LL FILL THE 
CANTEEN / 







s«dr 



<*r- 
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fi/r SUPPEHLY... 





VUH KNOW, 
I'VE BEE\ 
WANTIN' TO 
MEET UP 

WITH you— 

PRIPTIN' 
KIP.' 



SO VUH RECOGNIZEE 
ME, HUH ? WAAL , OLD 
Tl/WER-YOU JEST 
SEALED YOUR DEATH 
WARRANT .'ONCE WE 

REACH THE GOLP STRIKE, 
I'M 60IN' TO KILL 



MEBBE--IP THE SUN PON'T 
GET YOU APORE/YUH SEE, 
I KIN GO WITHOUT WATER ' 
IT WAS ME WHO SENT THE 
BURRO OPF/ BUT yOU... 
EVERVTHIN' WORKED OUT 
THE WAY I PLANNED IT, 
YUH ORNERY PRV-GULCHER/ 
THE DEPUTY YUH KILLED 
WAS MY , < 



IP HE WANTED TO TRAP 
A PlRTY LOW-POWN, 

BACK-ShOOTin' killer 
he woulp.' an now, i'm 
jest goin' to set here 

AN' watch you DIE I 




Scon... 



WE'LL PELIVER HIM TO 
THE MARSHAL, MICKEY-- 
AN' THEN, COME HERE TO PROSPECT FORTHE 
GOLD OUR PRIENO THOUGHT "I ALREAPYHAP' 





STUMPY BUAIYAAf' WAKE 

[)t>. YOU LAZY CRITTER/ THE 

PRESIDENT OF THE BANK 

WANTS TO 5EE YOU 

RIGHT AWAY/ 



NOW. SUGAR/ YOU AlNT 

TAKIN' ORDERS FROM NO 

SANK PRESIDENT, ARE 

you? zzzz... 



Lr 



r^r 
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o 
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THE PRESIDENT S»AYS OUR X 727.... 
BANK IS IN DANGER OF BEING ^VWHUT'S 
ATTACKED BV SAFE BIOWERS.' JMONEy? 
ALU OUR MONEY'S 
BANK, STUM Py/ 



Several hundsep snore* later... 




IKTt 





.***- 



(§)uT IN THE BLISTERING H€AT OP 
THE DESERT, A DRY-GULCHER'S 
BULLET FINDS IT5 MARK, AND 
BOB HARDIE , THE HAWK, FALLS 
PROSTRATE ON THE BURNING 
SANDS. BUT THE HAWK'S 
FIGHTING HEART IS STRONGER 
THAN THE BLAZING SUN, 
STRONGER THAN SAND, THIRST, 
AND DEATH ITSELF, AS HE PITS 
HIS COURAGE AND GUNS AGAINST 
A VICIOUS OUTLAW BAND IN... 

KAMPAGE/ 




The office of wlt selbert, editor of the dry 
river "clarion"... _ 



YOU HEARD ME, SELBERT/ 
THIS IS YOUR LAST WARNING.' 
EITHER YOU QUIT WRITIN' 
THOSE EDITORIALS AGIN' 
ME AN' MY BOYS, OR WE'LL 

SHUT yUH UP FEK GOOD/ 



AS LONG AS YOU AN 
YOUR GANG ARE IN 
DRY RIVER, I'LL 
WRITE THE TRUTH 
ABOUT YOU, SPADE / 
AN' IF THE TRUTH 
HURTS, IT'S BECAUSE 
YOU'RE A THIEVIN' 
DRY-GULCHIN' 
COYOTE .' 





SUDDBNLY. . , / 



DON'T MOVE , i 
ANYBODY/ k 




you siPitwiNpeRS' 

BARREL OVER YOUR. 

DON'T MAKE 

TRACKS IN 

JUST TEN 

SECONDS, 

I'LL EMPTY 

THE OTHER 

ONE INTO 

SPADE / 



I FIRED THE FIRST 
HEADS, BUT IF you 




YOU HAVE TEN SECONDS/ ONE... TWO... 
THREE... 



I RECKON YOU 
GENT5 KNOW My DAUGHTER 
MARCIA .' YOU'D BETTER DO 
LIKE SHE SAYS, SPADE / 
SHE MEANS IT/ 




THIS SHOTGUN IS GOIN' TO BE 
ON .YOU UNTIL YOU RIDE OUT 
OF SIGHT, SPADE / AN' YOUR 
THREATS DON'T SCARE US/ 
THE HAWK IS COMIN'/ 




Later.. . 

THEY'RE 
GONE, 



FOR NOW, AT ANY RATE.' SPADE 

HAS A MEAN BUNCH RIDIN' WITH 

HIM.' ESPECIALLY THE SHOSHONE 




IF ANYTHIN' HAPPENS Jl KNOW THE MARSHAL- 
TO THE HAWK— -^H£ AIN'T CALLED THE 
SPADE'LL SHOW [ HAWK FOR NOTH/N7 HE'LL 
US NO MERCY.' Jtbtm BE HERE/ AND HE'LL 

HANDLE SPADE, TOO.' 




A SHORT WHILE LATER, IN SPADE'S 
GAMBLING HALL , 



FORGET IT, WILL 



HE DON'T HAVE TO SET 
HERE .' 



LET ME GO BACK I VUH ? WE'LL HANDLE 
THERE, SPADE .' / SELBERT, AND HIS 
I'LL KILL 'EM \ DAUGHTER, TOO, WHEN 
BOTH/ I'LL MAKE THE RIGHT TIME COMES.' 
'EM PAY.' WHAT / BUT I'M WORRIED ABOUT 
DO YOU SAY, \ THE HAWK.' ONCE HE GETS 
SPADE T GIVE ME ) HERE, WE'LL HAVE A REAL 
THE WORD//^— ■ FIGHT ON OUR HANDS.' 




MEANlN' SOMEBODY COULD 
BE WAITIN' FOR HIM IN TH6 
DESERT/ HE'D MAKE A 
GOOD MEAL FOR THE 




YEAH / BUT 
WHO'S GOIN' 
TO GET THE 
HAWK ? THERE 
AIN'T A MAN 
LIVIN' WHO CAN 
MATCH HIS DRAW.' 



I'LL GET HIM.' LISTEN, SPADE, HE'LL 
HAVE TO PASS THE ANGEL WATER-HOLE TO 
GIT HERE,' I'LL BE THERE, WAITIN' IN A 
WADDV.' HE'LL NEVER MAKE DRY RIVER/ 




A BLAZING SUN BEATS DOWN MERCILESSLY ON THE 
DESERT, AS THE HAWK, DUST/ AND TRAVEL-WEARY, 
PUSHES HIS TIRED HORSE TOWARD THE ANGEL WATER- 
HOLE... 



'JUST A LITTLE 



MORE, BOY/ JUST A 
LITTLE MORE.'MMM— 
I CAN TASTE THAT 

WATER NOW.' 

IT'LL SURE 
BE WELCOME.' 






GOT 'IM CLEAN THROUGH THE HEAP. 1 DON'T 
\ffECKDH THE HAWK IS GOIN' 

IV BOTHER ANYONE , fe£> S 

AGAIN.' SPAPE'LL 
BE Ml'GHTY 
PLEASEP.' 




I'LL JEST BRING THIS 
HAT ALONG.' IT'LL BE A 
GOOP SOUVENIR.' I'M 
COIN' TO BE A MIGHTy 
IMPORTANT MAN TOSPAPE, 
FROM NOW ON.' 




Later, in spade's office... 



SHOSHONE.' YOU BACK ) THIS.' 
SO SOON ? WHAT 
HAPPENED? J 

fa 



HIS C YEP.' HE'S PEAPER'N 
HAT* ) A POOR NAIL By 




GOOD WORK.' ON YOUR FEET, 
BOYS .' WE'VE GOT A LITTLE 
UNFINISHED BUSINESS WITH 
THET NEWSPAPER. 
HOMBKE .' ^— " IT'LL BE A 




-ATER... -Ip^p / DAp>< 5PAPE 

AND 'HIS SANG ARE CO/WIN 1 .' 
'THE? 5AY SHOSHONE KILLED 
THE HAWK/ IT'S ALL OVER 
TOWN.' THEVRE ,.___ 
COMIN' AFTER ££ -\) 
you, NOW/ 



THE HAWK,.. 
DEAD.' MARCIArr 
WE'RE LICKED," 
I HATE TO RUN 
— BUT.THERE'S 
NO HOPE NOW.' 





Shortly after marc/a and her father leave town... A short distance away from town. . . 



they ear away.' \ there's nowhere for 'em 

I TOLD yUH WE )rO GO! THE DESERT'S NO HIDING 
TOOK TOO LONG,/ PLACE FOR AN OLD MAN AN A 

SPADE / cT GIRL.' GET HOLD OF SOME KER05ENE.' 
WE'LL BURN THE PLACE DOWN .' 



THERE GOES THE CLARION / 

TEN YEARS OF HARD WORK 

"GONE UP IN SMOKE .'MARCIA 

— WE'VE LOST/ 




SOMEDAY, 
WE'LL PAY 
HIM BACK.' 



Wounded, dragged by his 
horse until the animal breaks 
away, the hawk returns to 
painful consciousness! sl owl y 
he crawls across the desert, 
thirst burn/no his throat, 
fighting for his ■life... 



MUST. . . N\ AKE . . . ANGEL 
...WATER. ..HOLE... 
WATER... WATER.' 





But he can go no fartherI help- 
less, HE LIES ON THE BURNING 
SANDS AS THE BUZZARDS SLOWLY 
CIRCLE ABOVE HIM... 



Hot m awav, sam mc6inty, an old desert rat. scans foo^_j JUMP | N . horntoads.' it's the 

THE SKIES AND SEES THE FLOCK OF BUZZARDS . . . J^HmtTl- I - HOPE I AIN'T TOO LATE / 






/N SAM'S CABIN... / v „,„ gP , „ r „ v ) T nrntlr 

HAWK.' JEST A BAD CREASE .' J KNOW.' BUT 
WHO DRY-6ULCHED yUH"? ^gff I AIM TO 

FIND OUT/ 




THEN.jJ 



Quickly, walt tells his story... 
so it was the shoshone kir 

HUH* SAM, GIVE ME N\i 
©UN BELT/ AN' SADDLE 
UP yOUR BEST HORSE.' 



WHERE ARE 
VDU GOIN' 
HAWK? 





Hours later- at spam's place . . J rue UMte WA< 



A TIN7HORN COWARD-' HE TURNED YELLOW ON ME.' 
WOULDN'T EVEN 



% YOU'RE A LIAR7 



S. 




THE ^ 


. I'VE COME FOR MY HAT.') I'LL MAKE 


hawk.'* 


' 0O4M; SHOSHONE.' J SURE OF 




s~^ 


. •" yUH THIS 




\\' ^ TIME, HAWK.' 






^r tQ&ifi ULwr^/ 




"<tv>6»T| 


■fw\5w^^« /i^ ■■ 


|IJH 


■* M^y 


wi jr ^f j'*^?T 


^S 1 ^ 


mf* 


^^^/^^ 


zr m 






| ^lijjrt S^t, 


gjfr . 




^^^pp«r 






»^ 1 





DON'T WUH LILY-LIVERED 
SHOOT.' DRY-6ULCHER.' £ 
PLEASE// WOULDN'T, 

WASTE A /I'LL SET 
BULLET ON / THE 




PISTOL WHIPPING'S FOR, 
YOUR KIND.' 




NOW, I'M COMIN ' FOR 
YOU, SPADE! 





DON'T BE A FOOL, SPADE! ) I AIN'T GOlN' 
SURRENDER..' yUH DONT J EASY, HAWK.' 
HAVE A CHANCE.'/ n—'COME ON IN.' I'M 

WAITIN' FOR YUH/ 



WST^VUV 






■ vl 1^ 


M Sit 


fc?^B 









Later, when the remnants of spade's gan& have bun safely 

LODGED 'IN 'JAIL-f , 

SORRY/ IVE GOT MUH 
WORK CUT OUT.' ALL 
THROUGH THE PESERT 
COUNTRY THAR'S WRONGS 
THAT HAVE TO BE SET 
RIGHT/ THAT'S WHERE 
I BELONG / ADtOS.'/ 







You Can WIN 

This IS" tall 
SILVER TROPHY 



SPINDLE- 
ARMED 





INE 

OF SHAPELY 
• POWER -PACKED 

SCLES 



ich of these 




ME'S 



? 



is YOU 

THAT 112 LB. 6 FT. 



SISSY 



below 
WAS ME 



When I ainrollad I m 
« *lelniiy, aide 
line* A» you can *r+ 
in *f "Bafor* 1 " Photo I 
looked Lilt* a child. ♦, 
7*ar* jtiungv than «y 
■f*, I WM lahaaed to 
LaJit a plctur* in tith- 
ing trun|c« ii I de now, 
I nu atif with girle 
b*c* ue I had nothing 
to allow off. & few 
weeks aft+r atartint; 
iha Jgwttt Couraa ay 
body na tha bail in 
the naifjiborhoad. Hou 
I (vt rpij-art, and ii 4 .- 
a&rattoo. frea «t«tj 
fallow and gij-l I m*%» 



The re 5 that 
skinny scarecrow 

ROGER, Ut's 
pass him by! 



A FEW SH ORT WEEK S AGO 

friend you 
t have to be 
SKINNY any more 

just mail NOW 
the FREE 

coupon below 
as I did. Soon 
YOU can add 
6V2 inches to your CHEST 

3 inches to each ARM 

and the rest 

n proportion 

just as I did. 



TO GET *0* 

ALL 5 in 
S33S c!Sf« 

MILLIONS HAW 

BEEN SOLO FOR 

s| AND MORE 



ROGER H1RSCH 

was 1124b. 6 ft. WEAKLING 
Look at him NOW~ 
A MOVIE-STAR HE-MAN 
from Head to Toe 

as YOU , 

can be | 
soon* 

VECi You'll see INCH upon INCH 
IE9* YOUR ARMS. Your CHEST 
SHOULDERS broadened. From head to 
SIZE. POWER, SPEED! You'll become 
HE-MAN, A WINNER in everything you 
cost you one solitary cent. 



Come on, PAL, NOW 

YOU GIVE ME 
1 A PHEASANT MINUTES A 
I V DAY IN YOUR HOME ... AND I'LL GIVE 

YOU a NEW HE-MAN BODY 
For Your OLD SKELETON FRAME. 



Mfl f ' don't care how skinny'or flabby 
flu. a teen-ager, in your 20s or 30's 



you are; if you're 
or over; if you're 
short or tall, or what work you do. All I want is JUST 
10 EXCITING MINUTES in your home to MAKE YOU OVER 
by the SAME METHOD I turned myself from a wreck 
to a Champion of Champions. 



of MIGHTY MUSCLE added to 

deepened. Your 'BACK AND 

heels, you'll gain SOLIDITY. 

an ALL- Around, ALL-American 

tackle— or my Training won't 




. 



FRE£ FOR QUICK ACTION! 

1. fltot* Book of STRONG 

2. MUSCiE METER 




Develop YOUR 520 MUSCLES 

Gain Pounds, INCHES, FAST! 

Friend, I've traveled the world. Made a LIFETIME STUDY of every way 
known to develop your body. Then I devised the BEST by TEST, my 
"5-WAY PROGRESSIVE POWER" the only method that builds you 5-ways 
fast. You save YEARS, DOLLARS like movie star Tom Tyler did, Like 
champ Roger Hirsch did. Like MANY THOUSANDS like you did. SO Mail 
coupon 






ST 



■.*.• ..... 




— . — »< 



De P* ZD28 



Roger 
NOW! 



1 

l 

: 

j 



Ja-Kt»* C«vmi" 

g'»>n> in 

All an>v««H 

Hi MtN" 

I. f K*H# T 



JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL TRAtNINC 
330 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW TOM 1. N T 

0+ar Grofgt P'ease mail to «nt FREE Jow*H'» Photo Hook n* 
Strong Men and a Muscle Meter, plus all 5 HE-MAN Building 

Counts I How to Build a Might* Chest 2 How to Build a 
Mifhty Aim ] How |<j Build a Might* Crip. A. How to Build 
a Might* Bach 5. How to Build Mifhtjr Legi-How all lo On* 
Volume "How to become a Mifhty HE MAN " fNi 
F0M POSTAGE AMD HANDLING |no COB'J) 



INCLOSED riND IOC 



KAMf, 



.AGE 



ADONESS. 



MAIL COUPON IN TIME FOR FREE OFFER* 



CfTY_ 



ZONE.. 



ITATE 



-I 



/ 




//> 



I 



ffwfart** PRICES ! 



HifUGIHGER!. 

th«1>oHwkoi«HNR| 

YOU CAN WAVE.' 



r*e£ ***** *M£ KIT 




wve^i 



tel* 



a fWr«i 



• HIS OVf* If TAIL! 

• MOVES Hll MOUTH, 

• ARMS AND IEG4! 
JtEAL COWftOT OUTFIT! 

H«y kl<*! — h*»t'» yW 
thane* lo b*f«ni* a 
nailir ventriloquist — in 
a jilly I l4Kjgi«i* — yow 
<OA nak* HAPPY l«# 
COWBOY actually talk I 
(In your «*n voica, of 
ceurM,1 Full! tr» tiring 
in lh« bock if hfi knjd 
— walvh hit lipi mavi- 
haar your own wand 
Coming right c tr1 of 
HAPPY'S mouth I 5a. how 
reel h« looV*-rlg(iifi! vp 
in a cowbcf hot, woj.hu- 
bl* pta.d thirt end »»it - 
•«i f»o « ' ■ . . Sttow off 
yew li'll At partm — Ot 

NtY. (COO. yw pan/ 
I pon eg« ftmit »Hfc ardor, wo jWy poitCQO 




1^9""' 



»-^S 



Ompto, 



Amazing • Excitihc • ir*s Teievue: 

SUPER DELUXE 



\0« 



** amp/fte 



A wonderful new doll in 
washable rubber Wondertkin 
whose hair is so lifelike it can 
be waved in any style and 
re waved just Irk* your own, A 
perfect playmate for the 
'"Junior Mother" of the 
house. Complete with real 
Hair-wave kit which consists 
of , , , plastic curlers . . . rub* 
ber waving band* « . . wav- 
ing end papers . . . plaific 
comb . . . and bottle of hair 
wave lotion. Ginger it I f 
incKet tel Her soft cuddly 
body which can be bathed 
will give the "Junior Miss'* 
nn almost real baby fitter to 
pray with. 




SHOWS HEAL 



NOW YOU CAN OWN A RE 
STAMP COLLECTORS OUTFI 
with over 500 DIFFERENT 
STA 



Outfit Includes: 
i**w4iM tea pi * 

Alavra 

•kg. X» l...rH»l 

U 1. 1 r«r<l|pn I'trm+t 
f »wr»rlwl MM iMhl 
WoKniMN* P"*flH 

l* 1000 KI«|h 

"e Poriarailaa 0»irfl4 

• V a lu**-I* C»tl»<l*''f 



* * * 



YWII i«v* * 



• * IJ6 JWOw -^ 

'VHh ftatf iw , fl H „ r - 

• 4 IML PlO JFCTO* I 

Iflfir «•■* f reitfc I 

• tit* i-r! ■ s »*t i , 



) \\ISBL-. 



• ^ 



t ,/ 






*&r* 






Enjoy rh» f«KiA«linf hobsr • ' km?! end B**t<d*ftti t T*r» W gh 
Ikt world •* lllA|1fej 1T*» vliil for owojt pi «.<«>. l«-orn gtoo/s- 
phf and itrong* (witami, bttimt ■ w<m*ti I* hiifai'r in th« 
making I Th« Now GEOGRAPHIC STAMP COLUCTOI'S OUTFIT 
Cantata* ti*r 300 boavlifvlty («ler*d iCampi thawing fomoui 
place* and Beagle , H he* f/veryffilng y«« n**4 I* l»«rf C«ll«-Cl- 
Ing right away I 

UNO MO MOMlYi r--ll wlih ■rvar. -» pa T p«ilsi|-. C O.D, pl^n 
p«il*«*. Ir HOT JATIIMCO, tIFUlH WltHIM i- DAY! fOt FULL tIFUwD. 



OA/ly. 






Imagm* Only 



EJcmA riLM 

SNOW WMTTI 

THI OWL AM« 

TMI rUiST CAT 

JIHCLt BtlLI 

THtM urru r«l 

JAM A HO JILL 

%•* YAM WIMlf 

TOU TMUUl 

■ OIIHIOhH CI U 101 

HOUVI THAT JACK 

tUILT 

W1HVIN Willi! 



COMPUTE Jfiittitr, 0n« ril« ael Screen 



■t* t*| Clill CM tfcli m Mil ( Itll iKI MTitt ll iMMf vim 

in ii nil net mint PnlttKr. tawelrlt *tll celsrijl 
neatrc »*< scrta Tk fiftl m pittlic trujultr n he in 
uejek u awtiu — mOisc u in m si trttt lim ii ik 
in *r ulchiic i*e liiwiir cenr 1« hfi at IK tfectirc ter«*" 
Tin Saycr ItstH Prtjeder will kii k'( »mt u^>tt lv 
friClil 1*4 tSSSiif. Ttt PtTt 1HJ |VI| nil k fJ)K*mt ■«* 
lit I [ Him S""i, »H rwnllf M' f I HI St fftrtttr » 

in ptiini mrit m let iii r send no money. 
lent aitt trtv let *i ait ptttifi tr C I, pin peilft|t. 



COD. YOU MY POSTADE ANO 
MIBUM CHARGES, REMIT WITH 
r *W4ffl¥£ymn WE PAY PQSTA&E. 



&MO 




NOVELTY MART, Dept.ZD-4 | 

S9 East 8th Strttti New York 1 4 N. Y. 

Gentl* men; Piiate i*»v* ■• the fellewief : H| 

Eeclvivrf fled: Z Check ei* M. O, D C. O. D. e4«i peiteet. 



Dwm THE COWBOY .^2.98 

□ Ginger „ $198, 



D Stamp Outfit MM ] 

$2.98 • 



D T. V. Projtcfof. 

(1 film i fl. 00) 



Nome 



NOVELTY MART 59 fail 8th Strut, d« 




